"MARSE HENRY"

ring for him; and of how, investiagting a strange
box which had newly arrived from Florida, the pre-
vailing opinion being that the live animal within
was an alligator, he exclaimed, "Alligator, hell; it's
a scorponicum." He died at length, to be succeeded
by his son John, a very different character. And
thereby hangs a tale.

John Throckmorton, like Aris, his father, was
one of the handsomest of men. Perhaps because
he was so he became the victim of one of the
strangest of feminine whimsies and human freaks.
There was a young girl in Louisville, named Ellen
Godwin. Meeting him at a public ball she fell
violently in love with him. As Throckmorton did
not reciprocate this, and refused to pursue the ac-
quaintance, she began to dog his footsteps. She
dressed herself in deep black and took up a position
in front of the Gait House, and when he came out
and wherever he went she followed him. No matter
how long he stayed, when he reappeared she was on
the spot and watch. He took himself away to San
Francisco. It was but the matter of a few weeks
when she was there, too. He hied him thence to
Liverpool, and as he stepped upon the dock there